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who attained a height of selfless heroism unimagined till
that hour, in that unasked she gave her life for the salva-
tion of a noble house and of alien helpers; who refused
to hearken to the suggestion which whispered a hope of
escape, but with unreverted eyes turned from all joys and
all hopes of young life, and spent her last breath in conso-
lation and encouragement to those who clung with adoring
love and passionate tears about her parting feet. He gave
them Polyxena, the most pathetic figure of all, sustained
by no proud consciousness of salvation wrought from suf-
fering, but only welcoming death as an angel of deliverance
from shame and long regrets, who stood on the grave-
mound, arrayed in spotless innocence, with modest lips
that calmly made in the name of honor their last request,
and so gave her throat to the sword, while the fierce men
who but now had clamored for her blood acclaimed her of
all maidens noblest of soul.

"He brought before them women in all the relations of
life, everywhere surpassing the men in goodness, in con-
stancy, in wisdom, in counsel. They watched the minis-
tering angel who sat by a brother's bed, and wiped the
dew of agony from his brow and the foam of madness from
his lips; they held their breath while a gentle-hearted
priestess bemoaned to her unknown brother the cruel
destiny which even then drew her to the verge of fratri-
cide. They saw the wife who hailed a death of fire to
be reunited to her slain lord, and the wife who devoted
herself to save, or die with, her husband. They heard
one mother plead the cause of honor and right against cold
statecraft; they listened as another besought her doomed
sons to be reconciled. They thrilled beholding the
princess-slave whose love was stronger than death and
whose highborn spirit flashed defiance to a treacherous
foe; and that other, who, remembering her hero-husband,